The rising sun announced the dawn of a new day. 

Bathed in its light, the morning sun granted the Golden Roar’s aureate body a greater 
radiance as the light seeped onto a desk within the ship. A mountain of documents had been piled 
on the desk and appeared to be on the verge of collapsing. 

“Wouldn’t you know it, another morning...” 

The desk belonged to Gren, who had been working this morning and all of the previous 
night to finish the documents. The documents were not his responsibility, but rather Opéra and 
Calua’s. 

Their thoughtless slacking off had forced the job and cleanup on to him, causing Gren to 
swell up to an extent. Recently his sleep had been practically non-existent, resulting in 
considerably thin cheeks and red eyes. Underneath his eyes were deep, black circles that looked 
as though they had been painted on, and his tail had gone completely limp. 

Opéra entered the work area, casting him a side-glance. 

“Good morning, Lady Opéra.” 

“Good morning, Gren. My, now aren’t you getting an early start on work~l”’ 

“T was doing the work you were supposed to have done last night. I’ve placed what’s 
finished on your desk.” 

“My my, thank you for the help, dear~l”’ 

Irritated by the lack of guilt in her nonchalant reply, he suppressed his anger and felt a 
sharp pain in his stomach. 


“Mornin’... Dudes...” 


Calua stumbled in with a yawn, still in a daze from just having woken up. His clothes and 
general appearance were fairly disheveled. 

“You need to present yourself in a more proper manner. And have you finished writing 
that report from the other day yet?” 

“Oh yeah, that... Um...” 

It definitely wasn’t finished. 

“Are you telling me it’s sti// not done!? Not only that, but yesterday you also skipped out 
on my request to instead go messing around. Having to deal with it afterwards was quite... 
troublesome.” 

Attempting to keep his emotions in check, his fists were clenched with such strength that 
his nails were digging into his hands. With a sigh, he wondered what could possibly make those 
two ever take their work seriously. 

However, without taking Gren’s circumstances into consideration, Opéra and Calua 
proceeded to add another bundle of documents to the desk. 

“Thanks for taking on all these extra papers today~” 

“Appreciate it, dude~” 

The pair took their leave without a care in the world. 

This was the act that pushed Gren past his breaking point. 

*BAM* 

He smashed the desk with all of his strength, causing the documents to collapse. 

Surprised by the sound, Opéra and Calua turned around, their insides boiling as they 


witnessed the terrifying sight of a very patience-depleted Gren. 


Unleashing all of the pent-up rage he had accumulated up to now, Gren flipped over the 
desk as the large mass of documents fluttered in the air. 

“Lady Opéra!! Please show at least some modicum of responsibility!! This is supposed to 
be your job, not mine!! Things are different from when we were in the special ops!! You are the 
guild master of the Kurvaz, the largest Hunter guild in all of Shepherd! Do you have any idea 
what that even means!!?” 

Opéra froze, never having heard Gren yell so loud before. 

Calua made an attempt to stealthily slip away, but Gren would not let him go unnoticed. 

“And you!! You never do what I ask of you!! Who the hell do you think is always 
cleaning up after you!! I could pick any common soldier and they would be guaranteed to work 
harder than you!! Does that even make you feel any sort of shame!!? The same goes for you, 
Lady Opéra!! So how about you two get off your lazy asses and start taking your work a little 
more seriously~!! Haah, haah...” 

Running out of breath, Gren’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as he crumpled to the 
floor—a similar appearance to that of a broken doll. 

“rene.” 

“You okay... dude?” 

Opéra and Calua slowly approached Gren. 

When Calua placed his hand on Gren’s forehead, he felt a burning sensation so hot that it 
went right through his headband. 

“Hot! Ow, super-hot, dude!” 


“Gren! Get a hold of yourself, dear! Open your eyes! Gren!” 


A cry of sorrow echoed throughout the ship. 





“Gren... is he gonna be alright...” 

“T’m really worried, dude...” 

Opéra and Calua were both expressing their concerns in front of Gren’s room. 

The door to the room opened and Merveille proceeded to come in with some general 
medicine in hand. 

“How is he!?” 

“What happened to him, dude!?” 

After a moment of silence, Merveille opened her mouth. 

“Opéra, Calua, could I see you for a minute?” 

Not long after giving it some thought, Merveille slapped their cheeks. Though it wasn’t 
very painful, the slap somehow managed to pierce their hearts. 

“What in the world were you two doing to Gren that made him end up like this? His 
condition is quite severe.” 

Opéra and Calua felt themselves shrink in response to Merveille’s quiet, yet intense 
anger. 

“The fatigue, lack of sleep, stress, and everything else that made him collapse is entirely 


due to the both of you. With a fever this high, it’s a mystery why this hasn't happened sooner.” 


As they fell into silence, unable to form a response, Gren staggered through the 
door—looking as though he could fall over at any minute. He had an IV attached to his arm and 
a large ice pack on top of his head. 

“Gren!” 

“Lady Opéra... Please forgive...my harsh words... from just a moment ago... I'll 
be...right over...” 

“Stop! You’re in no condition to be walking yet!” 

Ignoring Merveille’s warning, Gren attempted to exit the room, only for his legs to give 
out and collapse once more. 

“,..Gh—!” 

Nevertheless, Gren picked himself up and began to carry on. 

“Dude, stop! I think it’d be better if you got some more rest, dude!” 

Despite Calua’s attempt at stopping him, Gren brushed away his hand. 

Right then, Béluga made a sudden appearance. 

“Béluga! Stop Gren!” 

Béluga approached Gren and struck his abdomen as hard as he could. 

“Ghaah—!” 

Gren, losing consciousness, leaned against Béluga as he was led back to his room. Out of 
breath and burning up with an agonizing fever, Béluga had no choice but to keep watch over 


him. 


“As Gren will be unable to properly ensure the future of the Kurvaz for the time being 
due to you two, you will have to take his place. Therefore you will have to persevere no matter 
how bad it hurts. Are you two prepared to work at the frantic pace you forced Gren into?” 

Opéra and Calua fell silent once more. 

“This is a punishment for the both of you. And until it ends, you won’t be allowed to visit 
Gren.” 

“What! ?” 

“Dude, no way!” 

The three of them had always been together since childhood. To Opéra and Calua, being 
unable to see Gren was quite the harsh punishment. 

“You two have brought this on yourselves. After it’s over, you can visit Gren to your 
heart’s content. I swear by my tail.” 

““.,.What’s the punishment?” 

Merveille announced how they would be punished. 

“For the foreseeable future, you both are to complete all the work that Gren was intended 
to do. That sounds simple enough, doesn’t it? Of course, this also includes all of your own work 
that you left for him.” 

Though they shuddered at the memory of the mountain of documents that were piled up, 
they knew there was no avoiding the job they had skipped out on earlier. 

“Understood. We’ll make sure everything gets finished.” 

“We'll get it done, dude!” 


“T’ll be leaving it to you.” 


For the sake of Gren, Opéra and Calua rushed to his workspace. 
“Now then, I better concentrate on his treatment.” 


Merveille entered the room to begin nursing Gren back to health. 





Opéra and Calua were sorting through a heap of documents. They had split what was on 
the desk between the two of them, but even so, they still wouldn’t be finished for another day or 
two with the amount that was on there. 

“There’s so much... Dude~” 

“T know, but we’ve gotta keep going.” 

Since starting, their work had been very sporadic. As the mountain of documents weren’t 
simply for show, they generally had to keep their eyes peeled to make sure they didn’t miss 
anything while they carried forward—meaning they had accomplished fairly little thus far. 

When it became required for them to take up quests, they would pack as many documents 
as possible into a binder to try and gradually thin them out in their free time on the way there. 
They were desperate to finish up as soon as possible so that they could see Gren. 

Additionally, as they still had their own work to attend to, they stayed late long after 
work hours had ended in order to maintain a balance, and continued into the night. 
“Why, we’re hardly making a dent in this...” 


“Let’s hurry up, I wanna see Gren, dude~” 


They voiced their mild complaints as they continued on with their work. 

The next day, they reported to Merveille and presented the portion of completed 
documents to her. 

“What is this? These papers are a mess. Do them again.” 

Bearing a look of shock on her face, Opéra took the documents back from Merveille. 

“Huh? But what about Gren...” 

“If you want to know about him so badly, get to work.” 

Merveille’s ice-cold words stung as she said them, before she proceeded forward without 


a second thought. 





Merveille held her own specially made prescription as she entered Gren’s room. 

“Béluga, how is his condition?” 

With Béluga kneeling down on his knees and assessing the situation, the atmosphere of 
the room was calm as Gren laid down on a futon placed in the middle of his plain Nipon-styled 
tatami room. Gren, with white pajamas and unraveled hair, was laid up in bed with a 
thermometer in his mouth. 

“Nothing has especially changed—he still has a high temperature.” 

After saying that, Béluga took the thermometer from Gren and passed it to Merveille. 


“His fever hasn’t gone down at all—this really isn’t good.” 


As his temperature was being checked, Gren’s eyes slightly opened. 

“Nnh... Lady Merveille...” 

“You're not ready to be up yet. And rest assured, there’s no need to concern yourself 
about work.” 

The conversation continued while Merveille changed his IV. 

“But... I’m worried...about Lady Opéra and Calua...” 

“They’re working hard for you right now. Although what they’ ve shown me is a 
disorganized mess that needs to be redone, they do possess the completed documents. Besides, 
all I’m simply trying to do is have those two consider how awful you must’ve been feeling in the 
first place by personally experiencing your suffering.” 

ery cilia 

Gren’s body involuntarily went stiff in response to her unexpected words. 

“To start off with, you had been overworking yourself for so long that I was even 
considering having you take some sort of compensatory holiday. Even so, your fainting was far 
beyond what I had expected.” 

Though Gren was frozen with a dumbfounded look on his face, Merveille continued 
speaking. 

“Moreover, I believe that you did the jobs they neglected because you thought it to be 
part of your duties with the Kurvaz—it’s no wonder you ended up taking on so much 
responsibility. Being able to turn them down is an important part of the job as well. Please don’t 


forget that.” 


Gren reflected on her words. The reason they slacked off may have also been because he 
was always spoiling them by taking on their work. 

“Now then, Béluga. Could you get Gren some medicine from that jug nearby?” 

However, Béluga did not move a muscle. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“My apologies, but weren’t you saying something about the importance of being able to 
turn someone down?” 

“Honestly... Some ‘wind’ you are... Learn to read the room.” 


Gren could only be amazed at what he was witnessing. 








A few days later at night— 

The mountain of documents piled up had been lessened, and after a while—in addition to 
becoming unable to move their hands due to the fatigue from pulling constant overtime—a lack 
of sleep had resulted in the loss of their ability to think clearly. 

“So sleepy... I seriously...don’t feel good... dude...” 

“We’ve just got...a little more to do... We can do this...” 

Sharing the desk with the documents were empty bottles of caffeinated beverages 
scattered on top of it as the scent of powerful espresso coffee being used to fight off drowsiness 
permeated the air. 

“Hey, Calua?” 

“What’s up, boss-lady?” 

“What do you figure Gren felt like when he was always working like this?” 

Their hands came to a sudden stop. 

“Dunno, dude. We’ve always just left everything up to Gren and never really thought 
about stuff like this till now.” 

Now that the two of them had found themselves in Gren’s shoes, how long would they 
have to rely on just themselves as they tried to balance their own work in addition to Gren’s. 

Had they been lashing the whip that had broken his body all for their own sake? 

Reflecting on this, they felt immense guilt within themselves. 

“Oh my, why has it taken us this long to think about this?” 


“Maybe if we actually did our jobs this wouldn’t have happened, dude.” 


“Gren... I’m so sorry...” 

A few drops of tears fell down onto the documents. 

The tears were immediately wiped up as their hands started to move once more. 

“T have to hurry and apologize to Gren.” 

“Me too, dude.” 

Thus, the night passed and morning had arrived. 

When Merveille entered the workplace, the pair were passed out over the desk, having 
been worn out from the work. She picked up the documents from atop the desk and looked 
through its contents. 

“T suppose they really can be diligent when they put in the effort.” 

She gently placed the blanket she held over them. 

“T give both of you my thanks. As promised, you may see Gren now.” 


Leaving the letter for them to read, Merveille took her exit. 





Around noon— 

Gren’s temperature was still a little higher than normal, but his condition had improved 
considerably and his IV had been removed, allowing him to comfortably move around. 

He was reading a book when Opéra and Calua came in. 


“Lady Opéra, Calua.” 


“I’m so sorry!” 

As soon as they entered, the pair began apologizing to Gren. 

“We finally realized how you must’ve been feeling.” 

“This wouldn’t have happened to you if we took our work seriously, dude.” 

Regret could be found in their words and faces. 

“T didn’t give a second thought to making my most precious companion destroy his body 
with all kinds of work. Am... Am I even fit to be a leader?” 

“T’m a failure of a Hunter, too, dude.” 

Seeing the two considerably torn up, Gren spoke up. 

“No, you both of you were able to properly finish your work. That was all you, Lady 
Opéra, that was your strength. You are in no way an unworthy leader. The same goes for you 
too, Calua.” 

Gren continued speaking. 

“Besides, it was I who gave into your demands in the first place. From now on, I shall 
continue with my work ethic.” 

“Tf that’s the case, there’s something you gotta promise us, dude.” 

“Please. If you’re dealing with something tough, just tell us. Then we’ll always be there 
to help you out.” 

“T understand. I swear by my tail.” 

“Thank you.” 

When the three swore this promise, they heard a conversation from outside the room. 


“Wow, it’s been a while seen we’ve seen that old ha—Ouch!” 


“Please respect what your elders have to say. 

»“Please~” 

It became immediately obvious as to who was there. 

“Ugh, who else could be this loud?” 

When the three of them looked out the door, they saw that Red and his crew had come to 
check up on Gren. For whatever reason, the right side of Red’s cheek showed signs of being 
swollen. 

“Heya, Gren. Heard you suddenly collapsed or something. How’re ya doin’ now?” 

“Of course it’s you three. How did you even find out about what happened to me?” 

“Cause I told ‘em.” 

Québec appeared from behind Red and the others. 

“Master Québec!? What brings you here!?” 

“T happened to meet Calua in front of the Quest Stand yesterday evening and he told me 
everything.” 

“That wasn’t really necessary...” 

“Oops. I wasn’t planning on telling the old guy, but it was kinda hard keepin’ my 
thoughts to myself, dude.” 

“Well, everything seems to have worked out. After all, it appears as though our friend 
here was worried about you, too.” 

“Lady Opéra, not you, too...” 

Despite his words, Gren couldn’t help but smile. 


“Hey, what happened to them?” 


Red directed his question to Québec. 

“Hmm, can’t say I’m terribly sure.” 

“Welp, may as well just ask ‘em.” 

Elh and Chocolat stepped in before he could ask them anything. 

“Red, I think it would be best if we refrained from digging too deep here.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“The world has many topics that are considered tasteless to ask about.” 

“If you say so...” 

Shortly after, Gren would resume working following his full recovery, Opéra and Calua 
working more diligently than ever before. 

With this promise declared, they all swore support each other from now on. 

(The End) 


* This is a derivative work based on “Solatorobo: And Then, to CODA” 


